This poor earth in Time's flux caught;
Hauntest on, pursued, unwon,
Phantom child of memory,
Beauteous one!
THE STRANGER
A little after twilight,
V/hen the Bear was high in heaven,
And Venus in her beauty
Stood shining in the even;
Still and hushed was the dell
And she came like a flame---
A Stranger, clad in cramoisy,
And danced in the same.
Dew wells not more quietly,
More softly doth shine,
She danced till her cheek
AVas red as red wine,
Light like a little taper
Burned small in her eye ;
Like snow, like waterdrops, her feet
Twirled softly by.
Not a sound. Not a bird
Stirred a soft folded wing,
\Vhile deep in the woodland
She only did sing
Who hath night for her arbour,
For playmate the moon,
And a brook for babbling music there,
Murmuring alone.
Hours scattered their dust,
Night wanned and drew on
A veil of pale silver,
And lo, it was dawn !
Green, green glowed the dell,
And the leaves over, green :
But where was She in cramoisy
Who'd danced in the same?